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PEINCE ALBERT'S LAND. 



CHAPTER I. 



ROSENAU. 



It was at the commencement of one of those glorious 
autumns that so generally follow an ungenial spring, 
and rainy unsettled summer, that we set out on a 
German tour. Among other places of interest that 
were noted on our plan of route, was the Duchy of 
Coburg-Gotha, and never, in many journeys of in- 
terest, have I passed through a land so lovely in 
scenery, so attractive in every point. On Europe's 
troubled surface, where, though we are assured 
nothing but peace is intended, unexpected wars 
arise, and rumours of wars abound, it is a perfect 
oasis of beauty and repose : a fit emblem of that 
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haven where the son of the soil, Albert, the true, 
good-hearted husband of our beloved Queen, has 
found his eternal rest, after a life (too short alas 1) 
of well-doing, and steady purpose. 

Prince Albert's Land ! Strange that a spot, so 
blest by nature, should have thus escaped the almost 
inevitable stream of early voyagers — for, except by 
name, Coburg-Gotha is but little known; and yet 
there is no country that can offer more attraction to 
tourist than this little Duchy, most varied in its 
beauty, most royal in its simplest manners and 
feelings. 

I will pass over other details so well-known to 
English travellers in general, such as our lively 
journey through Belgium, with our few days 5 stay at 
Brussels, our sober visit to the solemn old, old city 
of Treves, and then the delightful enjoyment in fol- 
lowing the well-known but ever romantic Ehine. 
Then from Frankfort, by Darmstadt, Wurzburg, &c, 
we reached Bamberg, whence we afterwards started 
direct for Coburg. 
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It was somewhat late when we arrived ; so, 
guided by our never failing friend, " Murray," we 
desired to be driven to the Hotel LeutMuser, which 
was therein described as " very good." We certainly 
thought it gave promise of proving so, when very 
shortly after our arrival, we partook of our ordered 
repast, and found even the tea would have done 
credit to an English table. Those who have ex- 
perienced abroad the difficulty of obtaining anything 
but weak stuff, in lieu of this at all times refreshing 
beverage, will fully understand our agreeable sur- 
prise. 

The next day was Sunday; so after a quiet re- 
tired morning we joined the table d'hote, and pre- 
pared to go for either a walk or drive. 

" Of course you will first see Rosenau, where 

your Queen resides when she is here," said an old 

gentleman ; " and, besides, it is a holiday, and such 

a fine day too. You will have the opportunity of 

seeing the Coburger at their gayest, for Eosenau is 

their favourite excursion." 

b 2 
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Thanking the kind old man for his thoughtful 
suggestion, we arranged that this afternoon's drive 
should be to Kosenau, and gave orders accordingly. 
On descending shortly after, ready equipped, we 
found a luxurious open carriage, and as superior a 
looking coachman as might have done credit to many 
a gentleman's private establishment. I must par- 
ticularly name August, as we found he was called, 
for besides being a valuable and trustworthy guide 
during our after stay, he was quite a character in his 
way, and possessed a great fund of humour, good 
sense, and patriotism. 

"We were soon out of Coburg, and trotting at an 
exhilarating pace over a good smooth road, bordered 
by trees, while on either side were rich meadows, with 
here and there picturesque looking clumps. After a 
pleasant drive of some time, the sounds of music 
were wafted towards us, on the still summer air, and 
we shortly found ourselves in the midst of as charming 
a scene as any that could present itself. Smiling 
contented faces beamed from happy domestic groups, 
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seated under the spreading foliage ; merry, light- 
hearted children springing and dancing in their 
innocent sportive glee ; youths gathered in clusters, 
and evidently making the most of their time for 
animated discussion of probably deep theology ; and 
young maidens, in their simple attire, attending to 
the distribution of coffee, cakes, fruit, or milk, to the 
little ones, or elders of their party, while ever and 
anon some voices would join harmoniously, and ap- 
parently involuntarily, in the strains of the sweet 
melody they were playing when we drove up. It 
was easy to discern that this was the pretty resort 
already named to us, and that the people of all 
classes and grades before us, so innocently enjoying 
life, by luxuriating in " Nature's beauties " (which 
no one knows better to appreciate than a German), 
were the inhabitants of Goburg and its neighbour- 
hood. The band, which was very good, was, as 
August informed us, that belonging to the town. 
At this rustic inn, it seems, all kinds of refreshment 
can be had* 
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Driving a short distance farther, we alighted at 
the entrance to Rosenau itself. Ascending the path, 
through thick shrubberies and by grassy slopes to 
the top of the height on which Bosenau stands, we 
found it in every way the romantic spot of peaceful 
repose imagination had pictured. It is a small but 
imposing looking mansion, which, from its style of 
building, reminds one involuntarily of the feudal 
times ; indeed, we were told that it was originally a 
fortress, and already spoken of in the 15th century 
as a baronial residence of note. The round, castellated 
tower, built on to the front of the house, or rather 
to which the house seems added, quite bears this 
out, and the old steward took great delight in telling 
us that the Prince Consort and his brother, when 
young, used to turn this into a mimic fort, and fought 
desperate imaginary battles, in which the one who 
held possession of the citadel generally remained 
victor. Two prettily-devised flower beds in front of 
the windows at the opposite end were also shown to 
us, as having been arranged by them in childhood. 
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On rapping at the entrance, an old grey-headed 
steward came forward and admitted us to view the 
interior of this favourite foreign summer residence of 
our Queen. 

Not being one of the ducal abodes, there was 
nothing of general interest to note ; but to us, as 
English, there was great attraction in these bright, 
cheerful apartments, with their almost studied sim- 
plicity. They spoke to us of quiet hours passed 
there by England's Queen, where, free from regal 
state, she could dwell in. sweet remembrance on the 
loved partner of her life, to whom these scenes have 
been so familiar through childhood and youth. We 
seemed in fancy to hear the gay shouts and merry 
laughter of those, some of whom, at least, are now 
silent in the grave. The views from all sides of 
Rosenau are most beautiful; on one side is a pic- 
turesque ruin of an old castle, standing out from its 
deep background of forest ; on another we were 
gratified with a first sight of the noble fortress 
towering from its eminence, while farther round still 
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rose the mount called High Culm, beside a solemn 
cloister of the middle ages. 

And is it any marvel that, born and reared 
among such lovely and varied scenery of noble wood- 
clad heights and smiling fertile vales, with the dark 
line of the Thuringian Forest caressing his sight, 
that Albert of Saxe-Coburg should have been at 
once an artist and a poet ? And not alone these, 
for to an intellectual mind as his, such beauties serve 
to elevate the soul to purity and goodness, so that 
his whole life proved his efforts to have been to merit 
the appellation " Albert the Good.!' Ever thought- 
ful of the interests and improvements of his adopted 
country, while remembering with fond affection the 
land of his birth, he made himself respected, ad- 
mired, and beloved, and lives enshrined in the 
memories of high and low, both in England and 
Germany. 

We were loth to quit the fascinating charms of 
Eosenau, and would fain have listened on for hours 
to our guide of the mansion, who indulged us with 
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descriptions of the simple habits and enjoyments of 
the young Princes and Princesses daring their sojourn 
in this sweet spot, while dilating also on the affection 
in which they are held ; but the sun had already 
begun to sink behind the hills, and proved that it 
was time to set out on our return drive ; and what a 
drive it was ! I can never forget the delight and 
charm of that evening as we rolled by a fresh route 
back to the hotel, through the fragrant and luxuriant 
woods, with the hum of insects sporting, and the 
light gossamers floating in the soft, balmy air. Our 
first impression of Coburg was indeed a pleasurable 
one, and was not changed by any after experience. 
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CHAPTER II. 



COBURG. 



The next day found us ready for our expeditions, so 
we went ont directly after breakfast, wishing, during 
our intended stay, to make ourselves as well ac- 
quainted as possible with Goburg and its environs. 

Coburg, although small in its extent, yet pos- 
sesses every building of importance usually found in a 
German town — Royal residence, handsome Govern- 
ment House, Mayoralty, <fec. The town residence of 
the Ducal family is an extensive and noble edifice, 
on the eastern outskirts of Coburg. It was built in 
the 16th century, on the former site of a Carmelite 
monastery, and has since been, at various times, 
gradually increased in dimensions ; lastly, I believe, 
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during the life of the present Duke's father, Ernest 
I. of Coburg and Gotha. 

The Ehrenburg, as it is called, contains some 
very fine rooms ; but the one shown with most pride 
is the Giant Saloon, the only part remaining of the 
original Castle, which, with this exception, was at 
one time burnt down. 

It was market day in Coburg, when we took our 
first walk, and we were sensibly impressed with the 
air of general activity, competence, and content, 
which seemed to possess everyone. The neighbour- 
ing country had poured in bountiful supplies of dairy 
and garden produce, the shops had arranged their 
choicest stock of clothing and manufactures fanci- 
fully on stalls, in the open air, to tempt into pur- 
chase those who might pause to inspect the array. 
Their efforts seemed to have been well rewarded, for 
by mid-day many of the stocks had wholly disap- 
peared, and the happy, well-dressed peasants were 
returning with heavily laden baskets. One thing we 
particularly noticed, and which is, I suppose, a staple 
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commodity of Coburg, is the pretty inlaid work, 
offered for sale in every form,, as also basket work of 
all kinds. 

The busy throng haying dispersed, we found our- 
selves at more liberty to walk about, so our interest 
as English led us first to visit the newly erected 
monument to the good Prince Albert, Consort of our 
Queen, which had been uncovered on the 26th 
August, the anniversary of his birth, by her Majesty 
in person. It is situate in the market place in the 
centre of the town, a position which shows it off to 
full advantage, and was chosen by the Queen herself, 
at the time of her last visit to Eosenau. It is an 
imposing statue of eleven feet high, on a pedestal of 
dark grey, or black marble, about twelve feet high. 
The Prince is dressed in the full costume of a Knight 
of the Garter ; on one side of the pedestal is the 
date of erection, on the other, the dates of his birth 
and death, under which is the motto, " The Remem- 
brance of the Righteous is a Blessing." The statue, 
modelled by Theed, was presented by the Queen, the 
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pedestal by his countrymen ; so the tender love of his 
family, and the affection of his people, have united to 
place a substantial memorial of him in Goburg, the 
town which knew him from infancy. 

In the Castle Square, there is also a statue of 
the Prince Consort's father, Ernest L, modelled by 
Schwanthaler. 

From these points of interest, we made our way 
outside the town, and then, diverging to the right, 
by a pleasant continuous ascent, we reached the 
cemetery, or " God's Acre," as it is so beautifully 
and strikingly expressed by the Germans. 

There, in the high distance, glancing and spark- 
ling as from rays of glory, was the golden cross, sur- 
mounting the mausoleum. Towering on its eminence 
above the town, it seemed to promise protection and 
peace to those who dwelt beneath its shadow, and to 
point all hearts to that heavenly home " Where the 
wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at 
rest." This cemetery is on a spot well chosen for 
the last earthly resting place of those already de- 
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parted in spirit, as, far away from the hum and 
bustle of the multitude, its peaceful sanctity is un- 
disturbed, and none of the dark melancholy influence 
is here, which pervades most other burial grounds, 
for it is open to catch the first beam of the morning 
sun, and his last golden ray. From its brightness 
and still repose, it fully bears out the appropriate 
motto, " In peace and hope." The graves are simple, 
pretty, and well attended; and fresh flowers in 
wreaths, and bouquets, or the plants carefully trained, 
prove that loving hands and hearts cherish the 
memory of those dear ones gone before. The mau- 
soleum itself is a handsome building in the Basilica 
form, supported on columns, in which are the re- 
mains of the late Duke, his two wives, &c, &c. 

The dead house here merits a few words of notice, 
from the perfection of its arrangements for the pre- 
vention of live burial. Over the spot where the 
body rests for interment is a ring, which is placed 
on the third finger of the left hand, which communi- 
cates by a string with a bell in the next room, where 
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the watchers are assembled. Our guide informed as 
that so delicate was the mechanism that a single 
pulsation of the heart, however slight, would set the 
alarm going. Brandy, flannels, medicines, and, in- 
deed, all sorts of restoratives, are placed in order on 
the shelves, so that at the same moment everything 
needful is at hand. 

At length the clocks from below striking re- 
minded us that it was time to descend to our hotel, 
and make the necessary preparations for joining the 
table d'hote, at the primitive dinner hour. 

"We were, however, quite ready to do justice to 
the excellent meal which awaited us. Being market 
day the table was well filled, and offered that diver- 
sity of character so interesting to an observant 
tourist. 

There was a sober town dignitary, with his deli- 
cate, amiable lady. My vis-a-vis was a sweet young 
wife, with a trio of engaging children, whose inno- 
cent, artless prattle attracted the interest of everyone. 
An imposing elderly matron on the right hand was 
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grandmamma, and seemed to be folly appreciative of 
the kindly notice her little band received. On my 
right hand was a severe looking minister, whom, 
however, I found, on entering into conversation, kind 
and courteous withal. The pleasant-looking lady, 
so simply attired, and whose features beamed with 
kindly feeling, was his helpmate, and the young 
girl of seventeen, whom I had taken to be his daugh- 
ter, and whose bright face and thick plaits of hair I 
had been admiring, was, he informed me, his niece, 
who had come to Coburg for the first time. Lower 
down the table was a stout gentleman farmer, who, 
having been since the early hours of the morning dis- 
cussing corn, crops, cattle, &c, thought it now time 
to discuss a substantial meal ; and only when he had 
thoroughly satisfied himself on this point did he con- 
descend to notice the presence of his fellow-diners. 
Then, however, he warmed into such a genial vein 
of humour and frank acquaintanceship that broke 
down all barriers of reserve. It would encroach too 
much on the patience of my readers to talk over 
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each person separately as they still readily present 
; themselves to the mind's eye. Suffice it to say they 
were all good humoured, agreeable, and chatty, and 
from anecdotes narrated, or locality described, I al- 
most felt myself an inhabitant of long standing. One 
thing which struck me pleasingly was the loyalty 
evinced towards their Duke, and the pride in, and 
enthusiastic love for, their own land. 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE FORTRESS. 



" There will be a glorious sunset view from the- 
fortress to-day, I fancy," said the friendly Pastor, 
before leaving, " and, indeed, that is really a sight 
you should not miss, if you are admirers of that sort 
of thing. Besides, the interior contains much that 
would interest connoisseurs in Art and Antiquity, and 
will well repay a visit. 

" Admirers 1" I should think we were, and am 
happy to say we can as thoroughly enjoy the glories of 
Nature as appreciate the beauties of Art, so, acting 
on his proposition, August's services were again 
called into requisition. 

" August, August 1" I heard called, by the cheery 
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voice of a buxom, good-tempered woman, a denizen 
of the lower regions (probably our clever cook), to 
whom evidently our orders had been transmitted, 
" August, where are you ?" 

But August did not hear, nor was that wonderful, 
considering that his own voice was shouting in all 
lightheartedness, one of the pretty popular melodies, 
while intent on his own especial work. At length, 
however, he was brought to a sense of hearing. 

"August, you must directly bring a carriage round, 
the English wish to drive to the fort." 

" Quickly," was August's answer, and quickly it 
certainly was, for a few minutes sufficed to bring the 
information that our conveyance, was ready. 

The sun was hardly even on the decline when we 
set out, and our good-tempered coachman proposed 
we should drive by the old road, as we should be 
shaded from the hot rays, and return by the new road. 
This programme was accordingly followed, and half- 
an-hour's pleasant drive brought us before a massive 

« 

stone gateway, through which the horses clattered 

o 2 



20 prince Albert's land. 

noisily. An important-looking personage came for- 
ward, probably to see for himself the cause of the dis- 
turbance. He told us we conld get out here, and should 
% find people above who would show us over the interior. 
Easily said, but not so easily done, for, on halting 
before what seemed one, at least, of the principal 
entrances, taps, and knocks, and thumpings, were all 
in vain expended. No one seemed to hear, and no 
one came. We went to a second door, but with the 
same ill success ; so, as a last chance, we mounted 
some steps to a kind of Swiss balcony, where I espied 
a door that I thought might perchance give us ingress, 
and strummed a lively polka on it, until it was opened 
by a fresh, rosy young girl, who, with her broom in 
her hand, had evidently been interrupted in sweeping, 
to answer our somewhat impatient summons. She 
had a blue handkerchief tied over her head, and in 
her short dress and blue stockings, formed quite a 
pretty picture, standing in the dark framework of the 
old doorway. Our wishes being expressed to her, she 
ran off, to fetch, I presume, the person who was to 
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give permission, and act as oar guide. A neatly, 
well-dressed young woman came forward, probably 
the keeper's daughter, and invited us to enter. 

We found ourselves in rooms or halls where stood 
some old gala carriages, preserved, I believe, from 
the commencement of the 16th century ; and some 
quaintly-shaped, but comfortable-looking sledges, of 
all devices and forms. They were all very richly 
decorated ; some were allegorically designed. While 
looking at them with curious interest, from their age, 
and strange devices, one could not help dwelling in 
fancy on their former occupants, and thinking how 

■ 

much, both of joy and woe, might have skimmed over 
the crisp snow, and glassy ice. 

The mind's eye pictured stately dameB, sitting 
in dignified solemnity, laughing maidens, with mirth 
and gladness beaming from their faces, showering 
sunny Bmiles, and flashing glances, on the gay cava- 
liers in attendance. Ah 1 and many an aching heart 
had been borne along in the speed 1 disappointed 
hopes, mournings for the dead, yearnings for the 
Jiving. 
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All were gone now — all who had admired these 
old sledges in the first brightness of their adorn- 
ment ; . and bnt these remained to tell their several 
tales, as reality or fancy might dictate. 

"We were first shown Luther's bed-chamber, with 
a tiny window that hardly gave sufficient light for 
observation. Here is still preserved the bed in 
which, in the year 1530, the brave, true-hearted 
Reformer reposed his weary form, and anxious brain, 
after long, long hours of literary labour ; for he 
spent six months of retirement here, and during that 
time he worked continuously on his greatest aim, 
viz., the translation of the Bible, besides other works 
of interest and theological importance, and we were 
told that considerably above one hundred letters, 
compiled with great thought, and written at length, 
were sent out from this small, unpretending chamber. 
Letters and papers that were to set the world in 
flames ! and bring forth such fiery discussions as 
could only end in the purification of our Church, and 
establish the new Era of the Reformation. On the 
table was a copy of Luther's well-known choral; 
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" Our God is a Strong Tower of Defence," and we 
were told that it was here he composed it, doubtless 
inspired to it by his residence and surroundings near. 
How much this room had seen of thought and work 
and patient waiting ! And it was in this little nook, 
secure in its privacy, that Luther doubtless delighted 
to spend most of his time, although he had the run 
and disposition of the whole residence, as we find by 
his letters to his staunch friend, Melancthon* 

The walls and the ceiling of the Horn Boom, 
said also to have been given up to Luther during his 
stay, are decorated with a most artistic and perfect 
wood Mosaic, dating from the latter end of the 16th 
century, depicting hunting scenes in the life and 
reign of Duke Johann Casimir, in which he is a 
prominent actor. It must have been the work of 
years, for it is so fine and so carefully put together, 
that the effect is marvellous. I understand that 
this apartment originally in the Ehrenburg, was 
carefully taken to pieces, and transferred to the 
* Teste' at the commencement of this century. This 
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is most probable, as, if I remember rightly, at least 
a great part of the Ehrenburg was built by Johann 
Casimir, whose hunting exploits the Mosaics 
pourtray. 

There was some inlaid furniture worthy of remark 
preserved from the 16th century. 

The next apartment in connexion with Luther's 
stay in the Fortress is the Reformer's Saloon, in 
which are portraits of the principal men through 
whose instrumentality the Reformation was brought 
about. There was the energetic characteristic face 
of Luther ; the sweet, but gently firm features of 
Melancthon ; the stately Elector of Saxony, &c, <fec. 
At one side of the room is a large painting, repre- 
senting, I believe, the Meeting of Augsburg. 

Our conductress now led us into the Apartment 
of Mary, or the Boom of Prayer, a quiet, sober 
sanctum, into which only a "dim religious light" 
seemed to penetrate, partly from the comparative 
smallness of the window, and in great measure from 
the heavy decorations of dark wood carvings. Some 
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of these are most exquisitely done ; the groupings are 
so graceful, and the expressions so natural, as to 
prove that long years since this art, even with the in- 
ferior implements they had then at command, had 
been brought to great perfection. I saw very much 
the same style of wood carving at Lubeck, and an 
artist, in whose company we were, told us that the 
only tools used in this were a sharp pin and a blunt 
knife. There was one pleasing large figure of the 
Virgin, which particularly gratified me, but I could 
not find out the name of the sculptor. 



26*. fringe Albert's land, 



CHAPTER IV. 



the fortress ( continued). 



Perhaps the most beautiful of all the apartments 
was the Room of the Roses, or the Rosette Chamber, 
so called from the ceiling being covered with four 
hundred thickly carved roses, each of different form. 
The charm of this apartment is the more enhanced 
from the soft and varied tints in which the light 
plays into the room through the painted glass win- 
windows. 

There are many old family portraits here, and a 
valuable collection of glass goblets in every shape 
and form. The antique date of some, and diversified 
shapes of others, afforded much opportunity for in- 
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spection and interest. Some were of a most elegant 
form, others of the most extraordinary devices, and 
many were drinking glasses, presents on name days 
(christenings), &c, &c. There were loving cups, that 
had been passed round the hospitable board, when host 
and friends had met to celebrate some joyous event, or 
to congratulate (perhaps for the last time) at a fare-* 
well banquet ; and dating even further back, there 
were ruder shaped bowls, from which the mead in 
which Hengist and Horsa revelled, might have been 
drunk. 

Among the objects of interest and remark, not 
the least curious, was an old stove in coloured tiles, 
that was particularly pointed out to us as dating 
from a very early period. Our guide afterwards led 
us into a large and imposing saloon, where we were 
shown a collection of handsome armour and arms of 
all descriptions, some in use by warriors of the middle 
ages, others of date nearer approaching our own days. 
The armour was both separate, in pieces, and in com- 
plete sets. There are four figures, life size, on 
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horseback, fully equipped for combat in a tourna- 
ment, and most grim and powerful they look ; one 
can fancy them the veritable knights of the middle 
ages, about to strive for the prize bestowed on the 
victor by the hand of the Queen of Beauty. A suit 
of armour and a coat of mail, among the collection, 
deserve more than mere curious attention, as they 
were invested with even historic interest, from hav- 
ing been worn by Duke Bernhard von Weimar. 
There were many rough looking implements of war- 
fare, such as daggers, pikes, and even the usually 
harmless flail was here preserved, from having been 
taken as a dangerous weapon in the hands of the 
mob, during the peasant wars, more than 300 years 
since. 

We could not help observing a rather artistic 
chandelier, composed of numbers of spurs, horsebits, 
&c, and which really had an admirable effect. 

I think it was also in this saloon we saw some 
good full-length portraits of the following principal 
characters, who took an active part in the Thirty 
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Years' War: — There was Duke Johann Casimir, 
the reigning Prince of Coburg at the time of the 
siege, by Wallenstein ; Duke Bernhard von Weimar, 
one of the Commanders of the Swedish army; 
Christian IV., of Denmark, who was defeated by 
Tilly, and compelled to sign a treaty of peace ; and 
Gustavus Adolphus, King of Sweden, leader in this 
war of the German Protestants against the Austrians, 
who fell at Lutzen, near Liepsic, in 1632, in the 
cause which he had taken up with such ardour. 

For the combatants who fought with equal 
fervour on the opposite side there were Ferdinand, 
second Emperor of Germany, and the antagonist of 
Gustavus Adolphus in the strife, and by whom his 
army was often repulsed, who died within a year 
or two of his formidable opponent. The portrait of 
Wallenstein, Duke of Friedland and Mecklenburg, 
was good looking, every inch a warrior, and whose 
martial achievements have been made the theme of 
Schiller's verse. Strange that this man so hardy a 
soldier, and at times engaged in the Thirty Years' 
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War, enduring intense hardships of deprivation, and 
even straits for money, should in his own home have 
given himself up to such sybarite luxury and lavish 
expenses as are almost to be deemed fabulous, and 
certainly only finds parallel among the Eoman em- 
perors. His palace at Prague was magnificent, and 
he lived like a great prince, as he wished to be. 
Twelve nobles of high rank were in constant attend- 
ance upon him, and fifty armed soldiers were always 
keeping guard ; fifty pages of noble birth waited on 
his every want, and even this was considered an 
honour to be much desired and contended for. 
The mansion was built of costly marble, even the 
stables also, and the mangers out of which the horses 
fed were of the same valuable material. He had a 
carriage for every day in the year, and when leaving 
his residence he took fifty carriages, fifty waggons 
for baggage, his own furniture, &c, and besides the 
half dozen horses drawing each of the vehicles, 
fifty riding horses I 

Alasl for the ambition of such a man, that 
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instead of falling gloriously in defence of the cause 
he had at heart, he should die by the base hand of an 
assassin ! There was also one of Wallenstein's fel- 
low generals, and afterwards his fatal enemy, Count 
Tidy, who was more than once defeated by his 
powerful opposer, the Swedish King. 

It is remarkable that one and all of these men, 
who fought, we will hope, conscientiously as well as 
bravely, should have been cut off while the advantage 
was still undecided, for the war was not concluded 
until the peace of Westphalia, in 1648. 
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CHAPTER V. 



the fortress {continued). 

Our inspection of these old apartments was drawing 
to a close, and we had reached the ante-room, opening 
on to the front staircase, with carved oaken balus- 
trade, where my attention was drawn to a stag's 
horn of enormous size, trophy, we are told, of one of 
the Royal Dukes, who had shot the deer in one of 
the hunts, in the good old days of yore, when my 
companion said, " What an extraordinary painting is 
this ! What can it mean ? It surely must depict 
some story connected with the place." 

It was a strange picture, and from what our con- 
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ductress could tell us, represented an incident which 
had really occurred in the castle. 

One saw a table spread for a repast, and well 
laden with good things. The guests had evidently 
been sitting comfortably at the hospitable board 
with every intention of doing justice to the meal, 
when their equanimity was upset by the sudden ap- 
pearance of two ferocious bears, who, attracted by 
the odour, rushed in to receive their share, even 
should that be of human flesh and blood. 

The artist has chosen the moment of horrified 
confusion, to give the tale on canvas, and one sees 
the unfortunate revellers rushing helter-skelter ; one 
man is seen scrambling up out of the way, and whose 
pale scared face is a striking contrast to that of a 
lady, who seems the only person in the group that 
has her wits about her. She, with admirable pre- 
sence of mind, caught up a dish of sweetmeats from 
the table, hoping, by this means, to surfeit the fero- 
cious appetites of the unexpected and most unwel- 
come visitants. Tradition reports that this woman's 

D 
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tact and ready thought met with success ; since, while 
satisfying their greediness for sweets, the ungainly 
brutes were secured, and prevented committing more 
dangerous depredations. We had arrived thus far 
in the explanation of the tableau, when a long 
threatening growl, and the sound of heavy pattering 
paws, made me turn quickly round, as involuntarily 
I fancied the bears were really there again to hug 
us first to death, and then eat us up bodily ! 

" What was that ?" I said. " Surely it was the 
noise of a bear!" 

" Yes," said our conductress, " and they are not 
far off. If you look out of that window you will see 
them." 

Yes ! there they were, the ugly awkward crea- 
tures, but sufficiently far away, and secure enough in 
their pit to make their sullen glances and menacing 
growls ineffective in raising our fears for personal 
safety. It seems that since the event of which this 
picture is the representation it has been a rule 
Strictly adhered to, that there shall always be a couple 
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of bears in this pit, and as. they die, others are im- 
mediately replaced. 

In a lower hall, just as we were going out, we 
saw a colossal figure-head of a Danish man-of-war, 
representing Christian VIII., after whom the vessel 
was named; besides many arms and ship-fittings 
that had been taken as trophies by the present Duke, 
at Eckenforder, during the German and Danish 
War, in 1849. 

There is a collection of steel and wood engrav- 
ings, doubtless of great value, and the inspection of 
which must prove a real treat to any connoisseurs in 
the art. There is also a carefully selected and well- 
arranged collection of rare and interesting autographs, 
and another collection of coins of all kinds, which 
the united care and mutual interest of the two 
brothers, Ernest and Albert, have made of note and 
importance. 

The museum contains innumerable birds, but- 
terflies, beetles, &c, &c. I was told hundreds of 
them had been supplied by the personal efforts 

d2 
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of the young Princes in their youthful days. This 

explained to me a picture, which I remembei 

formed the frontispiece to one of my childhood's 

story books, where the two boys are represented in 

cool-looking blouses, wide straw hats, and prepared 

with butterfly nets ! One is already in full chase 

after a gay flatterer, whose gorgeous colours seem 

to promise a great prize, and the other youth is 

watching, with expectation, his companion's success. 

How many sunny hours, in the glorious summer 

days, were probably spent by these two brothers, 

and friends as they also were, in the exciting hunt 

after the darting sporting butterflies of every hue ; 

or searching for glistening beetles, who might have 

come out to bask in the genial rays of the inviting 

• i i 

sunlight. We can fancy the high-spirited boys, 

released from the thraldom of tedious lessons, rush- 
ing off to, secure their nets, and springing with light- 
hearted mirth, and buoyant limbs, into the bright 
sunshine ; and, doubtless, many are the airy denizens, 
or ill-fated reptile, that will fall to their prowess. 



prince Albert's land. 37 

The fruits of these hoars of youthful recreations are 
still preserved, with later additions. 

And out into the sunlight we too must go, if we 
wish to see the orb of day take his first dip, for al- 
ready his shadows are dark and long, and his slanting 
rays are shedding a stream of golden sheen over the 
beautiful Banz Forest, which rises in the western 
distance, and from the heights of which we perceive 
the noble Castle of Banz towering in imposing state- 
liness. I was sorry there was no opportunity for our 
making an expedition to this old monastery, of the 
splendour and interest of which I had heard so much. 

The views from the fortress heights were enchant- 
ing, and would form rich subjects for the talented 
hand of the landscape painter, especially as we saw 
them that evening, inundated on one side with the 
golden sunlight f on the other, shadowed in the 
deepening twilight. 

Eastward we were shown, and could clearly dis- 
tinguish through the glasses, the faint line of the 
Hhongebirge : the pine-clad heights bounding the 
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Thuringian Forest. From this point we could also 
. trace the quaint form of the little Pilgrim Church of 
the Fourteen Saints, and turning to the opposite 
side, we discovered the pleasant ducal hunting lodge 
of Callenberg, with its background of grey heights. 

The dark, far distant line showed us the Thurin- 
gian Forest, and nearer were pretty farms, peaceful 
Tillages, isolated cottages dotted here and there, 
forming a tout ensemble that charmed the spectator. 

" How lovely I how very lovely !" I exclaimed, 
using involuntarily the language of the country. 

" Yes ! truly," said a voice at my elbow ; " and 
it has a charm for every season of the year. I have 
travelled far and wide, but I always enjoy, with 
fresh zest, this pile and its surroundings." 

The speaker was a man evidently of noble birth 
and high breeding, and, I presume, one of the 
vicinity — for he seemed quite at home ; and we had 
to thank him for an additional pleasure, as, after a 
few further remarks, he proposed and obtained per- 
mission for us to go through a small postern, which 
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led to the extremity of the ramparts, thus placing us 
at the most favourable point for seeing the sunset 
fully. We lingered, unwilling to leave, while such 
beauties, material and immaterial, enchained our 
gaze ; but redder and redder still became the sun, 
until it seemed a gigantic ball of fire, slowly sinking 
behind the horizon. At last it was gone — quite 
gone ; the rosy light gave place to a pale yellow, 
and this again to the more sober hue of falling night. 
So we departed, also promising ourselves that this, 
our first visit to the dear old fortress, should not be 
the last. 

" Will the visitors like an English tea ?" asked 
the civil waiter at the hotel. 

Of course we liked it, and shortly after received 
the announcement that " tea was served," Machine 
and all ! for the said machine plays a prominent 
part on all foreign tea tables. We made a hearty 
meal, and thoroughly enjoyed the delicious bread 
(which, by-the-bye, I have been able to obtain no- 
where else, since or before, except in Coburg), 
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The bright-eyed young mother was there, with the 

good-tempered elderly matron, her mother, taking 

, eir evening repast in true German style, and smiling 

to each other at our thoroughly English propensities. 

" Does not tea keep you awake all night ? " asked 
the elder lady, "it must be very exciting.' 7 

"Not at all," I replied, on my part, amused at 
their idea of tea at that time upsetting one's nerves 
for a night's repose, " And you would like it too, 
if you only tried it I" 

At this they both protested, laughingly, but the 
ice of reserve thus melted by the genial tea-fumes, we 
entered into chatty discourse, during an agreeable 
hour. The sweet little ones whom we had noticed 
gambolling around their parents in the earlier part of 
the day, were sleeping now quietly, but it was next to 
impossible that they should not become .the first 
theme of conversation, and we learnt that it was on 
their account the parents had decided to come and 
make their abode in Coburg. It seemed they had 
just arrived from some .distant part, with a view of 



^einoe Albert's land. 41 

settling down, as soon as they could secure a suitable 
house, the first principal reason being "that education 
in Coburg is so cheap, and so thorough," and also, 
" because the Duchy is very healthy and well-ordered." 
I quote the reasons as they were given, and certainly 
such attractions would make an enviable place of 
residence anywhere 1 I was told a pretty house had 
been seen, and approved by the young mamma, and 
they only awaited the arrival of papa, next day, to 
decide matters. We did not remain long enough to 
hear of their final installation, but I doubt not they 
experienced full satisfaction at having chosen the 
bright, inviting town of Coburg, for settlement. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



THE STOBY OF THE FORTRESS. 



The glory of the last evening's sunset made me long 
to behold a sunrise from the same point of view, and 
I had retired to rest with the full intention of being 
far up the hill "side before the first morning beam 
should gild the grey dawning. But alas for 
human resolutions, they are apt to be overthrown by 
human weakness, and so it proved in this case, for 
instead of getting before the sun I was a full half 
hour behind him, and by the time I was fully 
equipped for my matinal excursion his rays were 
spread over hill and dale, so I missed the first great 
treat, but was nevertheless rewarded for my early 
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rising by the invigorating coolness of the morning 
air, and the different aspect which all now presented. 
The trees were moving with a light, cool breeze, and 
each tiny leaflet seemed bathing in golden light. 
Dewdrops were glistening in all sides like myriads of 
sparkling gems, and the little birds were sending 
forth their morning carol of praise and thanksgiving 
from every bush and tree. I found my way through 
a thick shrubbery into the ducal park, and so, over 
swards of soft, elastic turf and well-laid gravel walks, 
I sauntered up towards the dear old fortress. 

Graceful groups of fine old trees met the eye at 
every turn, enhancing the beauty of the landscape, 
and affording rich subjects for an artist's pencil. I 
halted in my upward journey to admire particularly 
one of these picturesque clumps, and found a natural 
seat, which formed a tempting point from which to 
view the fort. I had still some hours before break- 
fast time, so sat down to indulge in reverie, and 
"muse in dreamy thoughts on the shadows that 
were gone." Shadows of earnest men fighting for 
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their faith, — of brave soldiers striking for their duty, 
and their country. Aye I and the shadows of a love 
misplaced, and sternly, but justly punished. Such 
and various other characters had in former times in 
reality passed through the portals of the fortress 
above ; and as I gazed, I seemed in fancy to see 
them again in the body ; while the rustling of the 
leaves lulled my senses into the belief that one also 
of the spirit band was whispering the history of each 
in my charmed ear! 

Stately dames and crested knights of the four- 
teenth century, who have revelled within its massive 
walls, passed in fairy vision before me. 



The gentle Countess Jutta and her trio of lovely 
daughters. 



The proud Katherine, who, after her husband's 
death, bravely and firmly held her rights against the 
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many avaricious invaders during the minority of her 
sons. 



Later still in the fifteenth century the two bro- 
thers, Ernest and Albert, who governed amicably 
together, and who, as my invisible informant pre- 
tends, were as united in their affections and interests 
as the Ernest and Albert of our own days. 

(It is also a strange coincidence that the day the 
memorial statue to our Prince Albert was erected in 
Coburg, was exactly the 380th anniversary of the 
date on which the important division of country, in 
the reign of the two above-named Princes, Ernest 
and Albert, took place.) 



But what form is this, whose black gown is float* 
ing in the free morning breeze, his large, strongly- 
defined features, now bent downwards in thoughtful 
consideration, now raised with an eagle glance and 
an involuntary movement of the arms, as if address- 
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ing an assembled multitude? Whose form can it 
be other than that of Martin Luther, the bold, true- 
hearted, impulsive reformer? 



But, hark ! A trumpet sounds, heralding some 
visitor's approach. Surely royalty is nigh ! 

Yes. See the train of horsemen advancing with 
the noble figure in the front, pressing forward his 
steed with impatience to greet the man of his admi- 
ration and staunch friendship, earnest, simple Martin 
Luther. It is no less a person than Johann Friede- 
rich, called the Generous eldest son of the reigning 
Prince. He has come to bid God-speed to the soldier 
of Faith, who, in a few days, will have again to go 
forth to the world, and fight the cause of light, and 
liberty, and truth. (The love between these two was 
like to that between Jonathan and David in the 
olden time, unselfish and sincere, bound fast by ties 
of sympathy and feeling ; each supported the other 
in life, and in death they were not long divided, 
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Prince Johann dying about seven years after his 
valued friend.) 

The gentlemen and attendants have respectfully 
retired to the background, but presently Johann 
Friederich makes a sign, and one steps forward, bear- 
ing a small casket, and bowing, places it in his 
master's hand. He opens it, and shows something 
flashing, and gleaming as it is moved* Ah ! now I 
see, it is a costly ring which the Prince presents as a 
parting gift, and pledge of constancy to the man 
whom he delights to honour. 

They move towards the portals, and entering one 
by one, are gone— all gone. 

****** 

Again my attention is aroused by the soft 
voice of my airy informant, who bids me regard 
another, also clad in the sober garb of God's 
ministers, who is walking slowly across the swards, 
and in the mild features and quiet gait, I have no 
difficulty in recognising Melancthon, Luther's gentle 
associate and friend. As he walks, absorbed in 
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earnest thought, we can well imagine how striking a 
contrast his subdued attitude and meek manner form 
to the energetic gestures of the other, and we are 
told in the biographies of these two men, that offcen 
the too daring impulse and reckless zeal of Luther 
were restrained and tempered by the gentle and more 
moderate Melancthon. He has come in person to 
visit the residence of which Luther had written, and 
of which even small details were considered interest- 
ing, for we read, in his (Luther's) " Table Talk," 
" There is a blackberry bush, like a little wood, close 
under my witfdow, where crows and jackdaws have 
formed a parliament, and there is such a going and 
coming, such an increasing clamour, night and day, 
as if they were one and all madly intoxicated. Young 
and old screech and scream together, pell-mell, that 
it is a wonder to me how voice and breath can last 
so long." 

Luther is now entered on his rest, while 
Melancthon comes to wander herd, where so oft he 
joined his friend in spirit during his long residence. . 
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Farewell! good, peaceful Melancthon! You, 
too, pass from my gaze, and with your departure, 
come sadder pictures to mar the quiet beauty of the 
scene, for some time, at least. 



E 
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CHAPTER VII. 



THE STORY OF THE FORTRESS (continued). 

The morning seems to fade into night, the stars begin 
to twinkle here and there in the cloudless sky, and 
balmy air is laden with the invigorating perfume of 
the linden trees. The merry songs of the day birds 
are hushed, and the sweet trill of the nightingale now 
fascinates the ear. Now and then a bat skims by in 
reckless flight, and the night-moth flutters around 
me. 

Presently the quiet is broken by a footstep, firm 
and strong, on the hard gravel. As the figure ad- 
vances, I see it to be that of a young, handsome 
man, the fashion and material of whose dress 
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betoken him of rank at Court. There must be some 
assignation, for, as he moves with fitful, impatient 
strides, he turns ever and anon in the direction of 
the Ducal Palace, evidently in the expectation of 
seeing some one come from thence. 

Shortly two ladies glide past, and while her com- 
panion arrests her footsteps, and takes the part of 
watcher, to guard against surprise, the other rushes 
forward in eager haste, to greet her love. 

il Ulrich ! my Ulrich !" she says, " our dream of 
happiness is over. My lord has suspicion of our 
attachment, and this very hour, even, may be con- 
firming him in the certainty. To save you we must 
separate now — and /or ever. And you know him, 
his honour once touched — nay so fearfully wronged — 
alas ! what may be his vengeance ? Ulrich — you 
must fly to-night — at once. At my peril, and for 
what to me is far more precious, your own dear 
safety, I have come to implore this of you." 

" Anna ! my noble love, why these fears ? Casi- 
mir's thoughts soar not beyond his horse, and daily 

e 2 
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chase. You are his Consort — his Duchess — and he 
hut values you as another appendage of his state. 
He loves you not. Mine has been the bliss to know 
and love you well — a star so far removed, and yet so 
near ! Would that you had been a simple lady — 
then could I have made you all my own." 

" Ah ! talk not thus, Ulrich ! rather say, would 
we had never met I Our sin is great, and a life-long 
separation and years of regret must be the fearful 
reparation. And may my sincere repentence blot 
out our fault." 

Her pale, sweet face is upturned to his in plead- 
ing entreaty, and her eyes dwell lovingly and yet dis- 
tractedly on the beloved features, bent in earnest 
devotion, to catch each look and tone. A few minutes 
of mingled entreaty and persuasion and fervent 
assurance, and the attendant comes forward, to warn 
ner lady they must retreat. 

Her soul seems filled with agony, as she breathes 
a last long farewell. " Adieu, Ulrich, and forget my 
love for thee." 
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" Forget it ! my lady. Nay ! if years of life should 
yet remain, the halo of thy affection shall gild them 
with glory, and the remembrance will fill my heart 
with joy. To calm thy fears we part now for a time, 
and I await impatiently the day which will permit me 
to appear again before my Duchess 1 Adieu, my love 
— my lady ! " 

Slowly and sadly they turn from each other, and 
his lingering gaze follows her, as with her attendant, 
she hurries with choking sob, towards her royal home. 
Slowly and sadly he too wends his way, for with all 
his combating against it, the presentiment of coming 
evil, the heavy foreboding, which vainly he tries to 
chase, presses on him. 

It needed not the sighing of the breezes to in- 
form me that these two lovers were Anna, Duchess 
of Coburg (born a princess of the Court of Saxony, 
and who had been brought from thence, a few 
short years before, to share the state of Johann 
Oasimir), and Herr von Lichtenstein, Royal Cham- 
berlain at the Court of Coburg, They loved, not 
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wisely, but too well, and endured Casimir's life-long* 
vengeance. On discovery of their mutual attachment,, 
this prince ordered that his wife should be placed in 
solitary confinement, and, at last, for greater security, 
in the fortress itself, as her beauty had induced many 
volunteers to her rescue. Twenty long years she 
dragged on a weary existence, when death relieved her 
of her burden of life and remorse. Her lover's fate 
was even less enviable, for he was caged in a tower 
(which was standing, till very lately, on the outskirts 
of the town) for more than forty years, and he died a 
broken, decayed man, in the same year as the Prince 
and husband he had so deeply injured. 

Gasimir was just in his punishment ; but, alas 
for the captives doomed to solitary confinement! 
No human voice might cheer, even for awhile, their 
lonely desolate hours ; no friendly attendant might 
minister to their wants. The throbbing head — the 
aching heart found no relief, except occasionally when 
the lark, as he soared heavenwards, bore with his 
note their fervent prayers of penitence and petition* 
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Or when their straining eyes were gladdened by 
seeing through the prison bars of their narrow 
windows, some well-known spot in the world below, 
offering itself under some different aspect of day or 
season. The bursting buds of spring, the glorious 
beauty of summer, the rich changing hues of autumn, 
and the ice-bound snowy winter, all came and went, 
in due course, many many years before the prisoners 
were free, ere their troubled souls had quitted the 
earthly tenement, to enter where they had prayed to 
obtain pardon and peace* 



But, hark ! The subdued moan of yet distant 
war thunders, come rolling on my ear. Nearer and 
nearer, slowly, but surely it comes, until the deafen- 
ing roar is even at the portals, threatening, if not 
overwhelming destruction, at least all the horrors 
of bloodshed and misery on this fair land, 

A little band approaches, with drooping heads, 
and oppressed air. They rally round their horse* 
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man in the centre, their head— their Duke — whom 
they are pressing to a place of temporary safety, 
despite his desire to defend, in person, his people 
and his land. Aye ! and true to his principles as 
Prince and protector of his subjects, he returns 
shortly again to be among them, through the fearful 
ordeal they have yet to pass. But, alas 1 he comes 
only to die. A few short months, and Johann Casimir 
is taken, while yet the war-cry is being shouted, and 
the cannon roaring around his home. 



Sounds of martial music are borne on the breeze, 
and now I see many companies of armed men, march- 
ing towards the fortress, from the lower town. They 
are in full military accoutrements, and as they enter 
the town and citadel, and place themselves in the 
best positions for defence, without resistance, but, 
on the contrary, with a cheering reception from the 
inhabitants, we may guess they are welcome friends, 
not detested foes. Test I am right: my fairy 
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attendant stows md they are Swedish Dragoons, 
under the command of Colonel Taubaclel, part of the 
army of Gustavus Adolphus, King of Sweden, sent to 
aid the little Duchy of Cobnig in the fearful war, 
now at its height. 

Other warriors pour in, company after company, 
in almost overwhelming numbers ; and we see, by 
the uniform they wear, that these are none other 
than the Imperial troops under Wallenstein, whose 
tent is easily discernible in the centre of the encamp- 
ment, so quickly formed, around the poor devoted 
little town. The Imperialists have gained entrance 
to the town ; 'and see ! a few selected men are mount- 
ing to the Burg, bearing the white flag of truce. 
But, ah ! the parley is not long. To the proposal 
for " Surrender !" clearly and firmly is shouted back 
the reply — 

" To the last drop of our blood will we defend 
what has been entrusted to our keeping!" "No 
surrender I" u No quarter !" was the cry ; and the 
white flag gave place to one of crimson hue, showing 
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already the sign of their determination to their* 
enemies below* 

The fight is hard and strong, and the outside 
invaders cluster thickly on the walls, to gain the 
stronghold ; but they meet only repulse and death 
instead of victory, for the combatants are brave and 
staunch to feeling and to duty. 



Hark ! another call. " Help, help is near, relief 
approaches," and the besieged, more undaunted than 
ever, shout in exultation at renewed and certain 
hope of succour, as in the far distance columns of 
Swedes are seen advancing, despatched to the rescue 
by the great General, Bernhard von Weimar. 



And now what a change 1 Tents are hastily 

struck, the men are mustered for a hasty retreat, and 

Duke Wallenstein retires with his forces till a more 

propitious day shall offer for the attack, bearing with 

hostages many of the principal citizens of 
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Coburg, some of whom, not able probably to bear the 
hardships of captivity, will never again return to 
their beloved home, the others only after years of 
absence. 



Again the din of battle rises around me ; again 
the war cry rings through the air. Fierce and 
strong is the fight, for it is a struggle not alone for 
dominion, but for the soul's dearest convictions and 
feelings. The great leaders and generals, with their 
troops, pass in review before me. Duke Johann 
Gasimir and his brother successor, Johann Ernest ; 
Gustavus Adolphus, King of Sweden ; Emperor Fer- 
dinand II. of Austria; Bernhard von Weimar ; Wal- 
lenstein; Tilly; Sanbadel; Lamboy; &c.,&c, and the 
chances of victory seem to decide themselves first for 
one side then the other, until hope deferred maketh 
many a poor heart sick. Hundreds of warriors lay 
down their arms, overcome by the all-powerful victor 
—Death. Ah! woe! woe! The groans of thd 
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strong man dying, the mournful wail of the desolate 
widow, and the pitiful cry of the helpless orphans 
sadden the air ; on all sides Blood and Brand and 
Devastation. 

Fall, oh ! shadows of the night, cast your sable 
pall over the sleepers, enwrap the mourners, and hide 
from my tired eyes this scene of horror and of 
misery 1 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



THE STORY OF THB FORTRESS (continued). 

" Look up ! and see what will gladden you," whis- 
pered now my Ariel, and on opening my eyes I per- 
ceived lights glimmering in each casement and loop- 
hole, torches flashing in every direction, and huge 
bonfires, with leaping flames, whose lurid glare is 
spread over all the country. 

The people, in holiday attire, are rushing to and 
fro, congratulating each other in mad joy. The 
musicians are tuning their instruments to the most 
lively and cheerful strains, while old men and women, 
young men and maidens, join alike in the inspiriting 
dance. The loving cup passes round, and the "Hoch 
leb hoch" comes among many shouts, clear and 
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sonorous, from the depths of those German hearts. 
Ah ! yes, I understand it all ; these are the peace 
rejoicings at the end of the fearful struggle during 
the Thirty Years' War, so called, as for that long 
period the whole face of Germany was more or less 
devastated by brand, and sword, and pillage. Now 
shall the implements of war be again turned into 
ploughshares and pruning hooks, and the contented 
husbandman shall till the fertile soil in quiet, and 
shall gather golden harvests into the garners, which 
have so long remained unstocked. The mower shall 
whet his scythe among the scented hay, the reaper 
whistle gladly as he binds his full sheaves, the 
gleaner whisper thanksgiving as she gathers in the 
ears scattered for her benefit. 

All shall rejoice, for peace reigns and plenty 
abounds. Let the shouts ring out wild and clear ! 
let the laughter ripple from hearts lightened of a 
heavy burden. No more need neighbour fight 
against neighbour; no more the war beacon be 
lighted on the fortress heights, for Peace, glorious 
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Peace has chased war and his dark train of horrors. 
Aye ! glorious Peace, for in its calm season man can 
advance in intellect and power to higher and higher 
points of perfection until glory is obtained for the 
grand development of the arts and sciences, in the 
country where her mild sway is long enduring ; even 
the lowest mechanic may obtain his share. But when 
war wages no advancement is there, Progress is 
checked, and all is neglected for the absorbing pas- 
sion of Conquest. 



Numerous other groups people in turn the 
castle and its approaches. Now, alas I it is the 
pageantry of woe around which they circle, for a 
good man and kind ruler has gone to his rest. 



Now it is the shout of triumph and the burst of 
joy, as they welcome a victor and a hero ! — for a 
Prince of Coburg returns laden with spoil from the 
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East, where the Turks have felt the power of his 
prowess and his arms. 



It is no regal residence now, but the old place 
still resounds often with the springing step and gay 
laugh of the descendants of those who have joined 
that spirit band ; the old portals give ingress often- 
times to the young Princes and Princesses of Eng- 
land, with their royal mother, wife of Coburg's 
youngest son ; and when we all too, in our genera- 
tion shall have passed away, that sturdy grey pile 
shall still stand, spite of time and tide, to form the 
admiration of other eyes, and to be the pleasant re- 
sort, perhaps once again the favoured residence, of 
those yet to come* 
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CHAPTER IX. 



CALLENBERG. 



Thb approach of some labourers whistling merrily, 
as with their tools slung over their shoulders they 
wended their way past to their daily toil, aroused me 
from my reverie, and chased the changing visions, 
which had greeted my imagination; and the fairy 
companion of my day-dream became again simply 
the morning breeze, whose sweet low murmur was 
even now dying away, and leaving the air some- 
what oppressive in its stilliness and almost summer 
heat. 

Time had passed quickly among wandering 
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thoughts, and I had hastily to retrace my steps to 
be in time for breakfast, during which we talked over 
the day's plans, and it was resolved that the next 
excursion should be to Callenberg, so accordingly we 
set off between two and three, again giving ourselves 
up to the care of our honest guide and coachman, 
August, who showed himself determined that we 
should see everything both of great note, and even of 
no note, in this his home. 

It was very warm, and the sleek, well-fed horses 
started on their outward expedition at a somewhat 
sluggish pace, none the less enjoyable, however, as it 
gave us time for observation and comment ; and we 
. found our Jehu at all times an intelligent and con- 
versable informant. 

We passed through, as it seemed, the whole 
length of Coburg, and on the outskirts noticed a 
large brewery, whence proceeded that peculiar odour 
of malt, which proved it, even now, in active opera- 
tion, and we heard the Coburg beer holds some 
repute. 
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Then we passed the neat railway station, and 
found ourselves on the highway to Callenberg. We 

• 

drove by the banks of the meandering Itz, and our 
coachman turned round on his seat to descant warmly 
on the advantages the Coburger enjoyed in this little 
river, which he said was more important than it 
looked ; and he impressed on us, two or three times, 
that a certain Herr Von — — had declared that it 
was quite deep enough to be navigable to the mouth, 
and was even going to have a craft of some kind built 
to perform the experiment ! 

" I assure you," concluded he, " the water, is so 
excellent, and that is why we have such good beer, 
and have such bright complexions !" 

The ways are well kept, and in one place, on the 
road to Gotha, August pointed to a fine avenue of 
luxuriant trees, which he said it had been the inten- 
tion of the Duke to continue on to Gotha itself. In 
fact, we were much struck at the well-trimmed ap- 
pearance of hedgerow, causeway, &c, wherever we 
went. The whole was more like the perfection of a 

f2 
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nobleman's private property than the public high- 
way of a State. 

The man twisted round on his seat to watch out 
faces while we were making these remarks to each 
other, and after a while said : — 

" Ah ! now you are admiring all you see. I know 
you are saying that, and I am happy to lire here : we 
are all happy, we Coburgers, for we love our Duke, 
and he loves us, and does all he can to make us pros- 
per. We never have any quarrels. Happy folk. The 
people are good and contented, for they are free, 
and yet well governed ; and you see we have confi- 
dence, for we know our Duke has chosen Prince 
Alfred of England to succeed him, after it shall please 
the good God to end his reign; so we have opened 
our hearts to the boy, Alfred, whom we have all 
known from childhood, and look on hi™ as our own 
Prince." 

So chattered on the frank, cheery August, and I 
cannot resist giving his own words, they were so 
powerful in their simplicity, and one could not but 
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feel admiration at his enthusiasm, and deep earnest 
love for his Home and its Ruler. 

The carriage first deposited us at the Model Farm, 
belonging to, but some little distance from, Callen- 
berg, where we where courteously received, and shown 
every detail of interest. The various farm animals 
were of course well housed, and kept in surprising 
cleanliness; even the pigs seemed to grunt their 
satisfaction more clearly. But the dairy was the 
gem of the whole ; and coming in as we did, from a 
rather hot drive, the delicious freshness and coolness 
impressed itself on us most agreeably, as the perfec- 
tion of what a dairy ought to be. Cold, clear-look- 
ing tiles lined it around and below, and the rich, 
creamy-looking milk was standing in earthen pans 
ranged in due order. In the centre was a large stone 
basin, or fountain, in which were tempting cakes of 
butter, showing golden and clear, through the crystal 
water that covered them. 

We did not visit the small menagerie, being im- 
patient to reach the Ducal Residence ; so, driving a 
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short distance farther, we left the horses and their 
driver to rest and refresh themselves awhile, and 
mounted to the entrance of Callenberg, which, like 
•Rosenau, is beautifully situate. 

This elegant hunting-lodge bears at all points 
the symbols of the chase ; handsome staghorns, well 
dressed and finished, claws, feathers, &c, &c., &c. 
Then there were all the hunter's accompaniments, 
knives, and guns, and staves, so that all the legend- 
ary tales of hunt and chase, which one finds so often 
in German lore, crowded themselves to my mind, 
imbuing the charms of the real with the fascinations 
of the ideal. It was a representation of poetry, if 
one may so express it, and one wished only to see the 
gay hunters sally forth in their picturesque dress of 
green, so appropriate to the sylvan woods and glades, 
in which they find their sport and pleasure. 

Our tour of inspection commenced with an apart- 
ment leading from the hall, where the steward pro- 
duced a large book, in which we were invited to in- 
scribe our names, and I there found such a store of 
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grand autographs as would have turned the heads of 
enthusiastic collectors to possess. 

Each of the apartments more or less pleased us, 
and we were delighted with this residence, so elegant 
in its refinement, yet so characteristic in its fittings 
as a hunting lodge. We were shown, with marked 
intention, the apartments of our Prince Alfred, and 
were interested in noticing how nicely all his things 
were arranged. He must truly have a home-like 
feeling and love for his abode here, where he seems 
to know and be known by high and low, rich and poor. 
The conductor said the Duke and Duchess were very 
much attached to the young Prince, and quite con- 
sidered him as their own son. 

The Balcony-room of the Duchess we were not able 
to see, as she was then using it; this was a regret to 
us, for it is, we heard, one of the prettiest apartments, 
and embracing the most lovely views in the residence. 
The handsome little chapel of the Castle was our next 
point of attraction, and from thence we passed on to 
the Terrace garden, which perfectly enchanted us with 
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the beauty and taste of its arrangements. As it was 
early autumn time, the gorgeous colours of the season- 
able flowers showed in striking contrast against the 
yet bright green of the luxuriant creepers, and the 
still hot air was refreshingly cooled, by the plashing 
water of a fountain in the centre. A hasty passing 
to and fro of servants induced an enquiry as to the 
cause, and we found the Duchess had ordered her 
dinner to be served there, and no wonder, for it was 
a spot to gratify at once the fancy and the senses, 
and where one could revel amid the choicest of Nature's 
beauties. Fearful of encroaching too much on the 
liberty already accorded us, we closed our visit to this 
pretty seat, regretting, with a feeling thoroughly 
English, that the time was past when Royalty par- 
took of the meal of the day in presence of gazers. I 
say " thoroughly English," because we are fond of 
seeing all that is worth regarding ; but, after all, it 
was a French custom, and doubtless not the most 
agreeable for the principal personages concerned* 
Coburg can also boast it Poets j for, on our return 
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drive, we came through a nice little village, and had 
a pretty house, covered with evergreens and creepers, 
pointed oat to us, as the abode of Riickert, whose 
sweet poems and ballads come ever fresh to the read- 
ers of German poetry. He must be an old man now, 
but doubtless the years have passed lightly, where the 
feelings remain youthful and bright. 

Not far distant is the grave of Moritz von 
Hummel, another poet of note, and pleasant writer, 
who filled the post of Minister and Privy Councillor 
to Duke Ernest, of Saxe-Coburg. There, in a shady 
and retired spot, he lies, and although half a century 
has elapsed since his death, he seems still well re- 
membered in the country of his adoption. 
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CHAPTER X. 



EISENACH. 



We were sorry to leave Coburg, but the time bad 
come for our pleasant sojourn to end, and one bright 
morning saw us en route for Eisenach, 

From Coburg on to Eisenach the railway of the 
Werra Valley sped us through scenery of varied at- 
tractions, at times running along by the banks of the 
Werra itself, or winding up undulating ground 
covered with dark woods, part, I suppose, of the 
great Thuringian Forest. 

I have already said it was a bright morning, and 
there was not even a cloud or mist to darken the 
shifting scenes. 
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A pretty fresh young girl of, eighteen was in the 
same carriage as ourselves, who was, as she told us, 
an old inhabitant of Eisenach, and it was due to her 
information that we found ourselves, somewhat later, 
alighting at the inviting little hotel called The Sun. 
The profusion of exquisite flowers that greeted the 
eyes attracted our attention to it at once, and this 
attraction was more and more confirmed during our 
short stay there, Everything was clean and graceful ; 
there were flowers here and there, and everywhere, 
tastefully arranged at each turn, in groups of well 
blended colour, surrounding some statue or pedestal. 

I was delighted with Eisenach and the beauty of 
its situation, nestling as it does in a pleasant valley 
surrounded by woody hills. It has the appearance 
of a well-to-do place, for the houses are sub- 
stantially built, and the streets are, one might almost 
say, imposing, for a small town, as such only it is, 
although of historic note. The youth of Eisenach 
ought to come forth strong in learning and cultivated 
intellect, for schools abound, 
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There is a picturesque old archway and tower, 
which stands out most effectively, and claimed atten- 
tion on nearing the town. 

During the short stay in Eisenach we had a 
charming drive of some hours. Up hill and down 
dale we went, exclaiming with delight as constantly 
some enchanting view presented itself to our roving 
gaze, for at times one could command miles and miles 
of forest and plain, and ever and anon caught sight 
of a river, intersecting like a silver hand the country 
spread before us. 

We had reached one eminence clustered with trees 
of luxuriant foliage, when the driver, who, as is usual, 
acted as guide, suddenly drew up, and pointing to a 
break in the greenwood, told us to look that way. 
There we had the most beautiful little piece of effect 
that can possibly be imagined. Looking through a 
thick depth of gracefully entwined branches, one saw 
the Burg, standing clear and distinct at the end of 
the long vista, and around it the boughs formed a 
complete framework. So perfect was the idea given 
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that it seemed almost possible to take the lovely 
picture away bodily. 

Another beautiful view was spread before us when, 
on descending a hill some distance farther, the ducal 
residence to which we were driving was discovered 
far down in the valley to our left, rising stately in 
the centre of its noble park and grounds. 

In our way thither the broad road swept between 
huge masses of rock, heaped in wild confusion, here 
precipitous and 6teep, there tumbled into all sorts of 
fantastic shapes and forms, on the heights and in 
the crevices of which were perched trees and shrubs, 
that were pigmy and tiny in comparison. 

At length we came to the Castle of Sonnenberg, 
that had presented itself so attractively in the far dis- 
tance awhile before, and during the time the horses 
were having a feed and rest at the wayside inn, and 
the philosophic old coachman drank his coffee and 
smoked his dreamy pipe, we lounged about the resi- 
dence and park, whose beauty' was enhanced by the 
rich variety of tints by which autumn marks her 



*8 



prince Albert's land. 



presence. The bright colour of the later foliage 
showed well against the deeper green of older growth, 
and these blended harmoniously with that russet 
hue which many of the trees already bore. Now 
and then, as the light breeze moved them, a pale 
yellow leaf would fall in eddying circles to the ground, 
betokening the year's decline, and the approaching 
fate of all ! Rustic bridges are thrown across the 
little river, meandering in serpentine twists and turns 
through the grounds, giving a sparkle and bright- 
ness to the whole, and forming on one side of the 
mansion a pretty lake, over whose side the graceful 
willow bent droopingly to mirror itself in the clear 
surface. 

But fascinating as it all was, we were not to 
spend the whole of our leisure here, for having 
allowed the time he considered sufficient for sight- 
seeing and contemplation, our coachman hunted us 
up to know whether the horses should not be put to, 
as he proposed to take us home by the Annenthal, 
and suggested that we should not have the time we 
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might wish to explore there, unless we started again 
shortly. 

Oar way back, instead of being at the foot of de- 
clivities, and over-hanging heights, ran on the 
upland, and we rolled luxuriously by the side of deep 
ravines and rocky gorges, revelling in the delights 
which nature, with lavish hand, spread before us, 
above — below — everywhere. We halted at a place 
where a narrow pathway led down to a lovely glen, 
brightly verdant and fresh. Large piles of rock 
rose on either side, whose rugged surface was 
covered and softened by delicate mosses of every 
shade and variety. Over the rocky fragments, great 
and small, that were strewn in natural confusion, a 
brook came leaping and brawling — free and wild — 
tossing up its drops like glistening gems ; anon we 
found it rippling and gurgling in a smoother course, 
or like a child tired of play, resting tranquilly in 
some hollow or sandy bed. 

A cool freshness pervaded this delicious retreat, 
for one was sheltered from the heat and glare of the 
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still powerful sun, by the rocky sides of this romantic 
glen, which rose so high as to keep it always shaded. 
* At places the rocks almost joined, leaving hardly 
space for one person to walk between them (and had 
we met any visitors to this inviting spot, coming in 
the contrary direction, we should have been like the 
goats in the fable, unable to pass each other). At 
others it would open into emerald halls, sparkling 
and glistening where the water spray fell — where 
sportive fays and merry elves might well be imagined 
holding their revels, tripping lighly in the dance, or 
seated under the graceful fern leaves, nodding their 
tiny heads in grave consultation over some prankish 
trick to be performed on those unwitting mortals 
who might not have sufficiently respected their elfin 
dignity. It was the place of all others for either a 
merry pic-nic or an undisturbed study, and doubt- 
less there are a few who come here to spend a quiet 
hour, with only the babbling brook for their com- 
panion. And did solitude always present itself in so . 
tempting a form of repose and beauty, how often 
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would it be sought! Well, I suppose man is in very 
reality a gregarious animal, so those who separate 
themselves even for a time from the mass, may be 
considered rather the exception than the rule. 

And so stepping from stone to stone, or gliding 
over the soft grass, we reached the other end of the 
glen, and clambered up to where the sober stoical 
old coachman was calmly awaiting our reappearance. 

u Now did I not tell you it was worth the trouble 
of coming to see ?" was our greeting. 

Most heartily I acquiesced, and then nothing 
would do short of my promising the worthy fellow 
that he should drive me here again on some future 
occasion. 



Q 
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CHAPTER XL 



EISENACH. — THE WARTBURO. 



And now up to the Wartburg, that old castle which 
stands wild, and as it were, bristling with anger on a 
high hill, overlooking far and wide the minor woody 
heights. It bears a date of more than seven cen- 
turies, and many, doubtless, have been the dramas 
enacted within its strong, firm walls One of the 
most interesting of the episodes connected with the 
Wartburg was the forced retreat thither of Luther, 
Champion of Protestant Faith, eight years before 
his visit to Coburg. The tale runs thus : 

" Luther, bearing out his peculiar characteristic, 
viz., impulsive recklessness of personal safety, spite 
of threats and menaces, appeared before the Diet of 
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Worms, to proclaim and explain his religious convic- 
tions. When in the dark shades of the Thuringian 
Forest, on his homeward journey from thence, he 
was suddenly surrounded by a party of armed men, 
in close-fitting masks, who roughly seized him, and 
in a moment enveloped him in a thick mantle, which 
prevented him seeing what passed around. In 
solemn silence, for not a sound came from the lips of 
his strange captors, poor Luther was borne up higher 
and higher still. Along the rugged road, as rugged 
now as then, the heavy portal swung slowly back to 
receive them, and then again closed with a grating 
jclang, and he was deposited in a hall or room, where, 
even before he was released from his stifling envelop- 
ment, the friendly crackling of a huge log (for it 
seems the weather was still somewhat chill that 
May-time) gave hope to his almost failing heart 
that comfort was nigh. And now, freed from cover- 
ing and restraint, he received the joyful intelligence 
that he was a prisoner only in the hands of his friend 
And warm supporter, the then Elector of Saxony, 

a 2 
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who, Hearing that a plot had been made to waylay 
and kill him, had adopted this means of saving his 
life. The fact of his confinement in the Wartburg 
Was kept with the greatest secresy; his nearest 
friends did not know where he was, or even whether 
he was alive or dead. His disguise must have been 
most complete, for he adopted the dress of a young 
nobleman, sporting a fine pair of moustachios, with 
other hairy adornments, and answering to the title 
of " Squire George." 

" His own room " in this residence is a small, 
dull chamber, containing many articles which, the 
guide told us, were actually in use by him. They 
were in a disgraceful state of mutilation, as penknives 
seemed to have been used without compunction to 
obtain possession of a solid remembrance of the 
chance visit. Even the dirty ink spots on the wall 
have been secured as curiosities by these shameless 
relic destroyers. 

Ah ! what a tale those inkstains tell of human 
frailty and overwrought strenglft ! The bright spirit 
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of the Beformer sank at times, and his bold heart 
quailed when, after spending many solitary hoars, 
his imagination would become so morbidly excited 
that he would fancy himself tempted by the devil in 
person, and would endeavour to chase the evil 
spirit by dashing the ink horn at his head. Still, 
with all this anxiety and perplexity, he felt it a haven 
of peace and security, and gave himself steadily up 
to his great work, the translation of the Bible, be- 
sides which, many of his other writings are dated from 
hence. 

Leaving this part of the Wartburg, we went into 
a hall, the upper end of which is embellished with a 
large cartoon, representing an assembly of Love- 
singers or Troubadours, contesting their skill before 
one of their Princes at the end of the 12th century. 
The enthusiastic rapture beaming on the face of the 
present singer, the criticising demeanour of the 
groups around, and the sober, earnest attention which 
the royal judge bestows, are well depicted, and carry 
one's interest with the subject. 
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Very fascinating must have been those " Minnes- 
angers" of the olden time, coming at an era when the 
taste for composition and lyric poetry was only just- 
awakening, ronsed by the sweet example of the Pro- 
vencal Troubadours, to tell with their rich language 
and luxuriant fancy the various tales of life and love. 
They told of stern reality, the bloody battle, and the 
bitter feudal strife ; or struck the lyre to sweet ro- 
mances, and sung of the gentle maiden wooed, and 
the noble bride so bravely won, and by their inspira- 
tion they carried the feelings of their hearers to 
emulate the deeds of courage and of chivalry I 

The corridors of that part of the Wartburg which 
have been lately restored are adorned with frescoes 
which, beeride other historic incidents connected with 
the Burg, depict episodes in the life of St. Elizabeth 
of Thuringia, whose residence it was. Tradition 
affirms that this lady had a mean and grasping hus- 
band, who grudged the gifts of food and clothing she, 
in the exercise of her charity, was wont to bestow on 
the poor. One day, when about to commence the 
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distribution to the recipients of her bounty, her 
churlish husband appeared, and enquired what she 
held so closely covered up in her apron. Fearing 
his wrath if she confessed to her good action, the 
pious Elizabeth said they were flowers she had 
gathered. Supposing this to be false, and seizing 
the occasion to expose her piety to ridicule, her un- 
worthy consort snatched the corners of her apron 
from her grasp, when, instead of the expected bread 
and meat, lo ! the most exquisite roses and lilies fell to 
the ground. To support the lady's charity and trust- 
ing faith a miracle had been worked, and her involun- 
tary falsehood had been made the truth. 

There is a very good collection of armour here, 
dating from the thirteenth century down to the 
seventeenth century, many of them of choice work- 
manship. 

Two suits especially are preserved with care, as 
having belonged to two Saxon princesses, who pro- 
bably did great execution in them ; another suit of 
armour is said to have belonged to a giant knight of 
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predatory inclinations, who was a dread and a terror 
to bis neighbours far and wide, and at last ended his 
days unhappily under the hand of the executioner. 

Each set severally was invested with interest, as 
having been possessed by some person .great in his- 
toric or traditionary fame ; but it would be long and 
tedious to dwell on these details, even could one re- 
member all the information the guide poured forth 
in his monotonous chant, for his unvarying cadences 
were indeed more that, than the animated description 
one might expect from an intelligent man. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



OOTHA. 



En route again, but this time for no great distance, 
as onr next resting place was Gotha, and we were 
shortly installed in the comfortable apartments pre- 
pared for us at the nice hotel of The Moor. The 
landlord was most civil and obliging, and I can only 
hope it may be the fortune of my friends coming to 
this part to fall into such good hands. 

The first morning, just as we were sitting down 
to breakfast, some tinkling music, proceeding from 
the adjoining apartment, attracted my attention, and 
I went to make my first acquaintance with the zither, 
an instrument which is becoming of late much known 
and practised in England. 
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The Moor boasts of haying a suite of historical 
apartments, haying been occupied by Napoleon Bona- 
parte during the campaign of 1806, or 1815, 1 forget 
which, and a piece of the paper from the wall, on 
which he had left a few words in pencil writing, was 
framed and glazed with great care, in a quaint, old- 
fashioned manner. 

Being provided with a guide, we set out on our 
perambulations, and a short distance brought us into 
Gotha itself. 

We made our way through the pretty and finely 
situated town, thinking how much we should like to 
instal ourselves in one of the tempting, inviting villa 
residences dotted here and there, or admiring the 
rich growth of shrubs, or tasteful arrangement of 
some well-kept garden. During an hour's walk on 
the Boulevard round the town, the vaunted guide 
failed us sadly, or we had been somewhat spoilt by 
the discursive Mentors we had before had, and kept 
an even idiotic silence, exciting us almost to frenzy 
by suddenly standing still and gaping vacantly 
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round. It was very like the geese trotting after the % 
gander, so preferring to follow our own lead, we dis- 
missed our useless appendage, evidently too blessed 
in his ignorance to be cognisant of his own intense 
stupidity. 

The royal castle of Friedenstein rises imposingly 
on a fine height, approached by broad terraces, from 
which we obtained most beautiful views, varied by 
every advantage of hill, dale, and forest. The gar- 
dens do great credit to their keepers, and we noticed 
a fine orangery in great perfection. 

This Palace of Gotha can boast a gallery of 
pictures, some of value and excellence, and among 
them may be found portraits of the little Princes 
Ernest and Albert, to whom reference is made in 
earlier pages. 

To the picture gallery is joined a cabinet of choice 
engravings ; also an extensive museum, containing a 
collection of medals, coins of all sorts, &c, &c, 
numerous Japanese and Chinese curiosities, old China, 
old specimens of antediluvian animals, and others of 
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later date, forming an interesting place of visit to 
the student of Natural History. 

Gotha is not without its State library, containing 
books dating from an early age, and numbering, we 
are told, about 200,000 Volumes. Some curious 
Eastern manuscripts add to the value of the collec- 
tion. 

We still kept up here the plan of joining the 
table d'hote, even though in old-fashioned simplicity 
it was announced for one o'clock, as it gave us the 
opportunity of seeing the people in their usual life, 
and of obtaining also much intelligence of local in- 
terest. 

The company was not nearly so numerous as at 
Coburg ; probably we may not have been present on 
a market day, but the few assembled were chatty 
and agreeable. A severe looking official, to whose 
opinion all seemed to defer, with great good humour 
took on himself the duty of general spokesman, and 
proved a valuable informant on various matters. 

And now, having spent as much time as could be 
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Spared from our coarse, the day has arrived on which 
we must again pursue the onward journey, and we 
bid adieu to Gotha, and also, in so doing, to the fair, 
noble Duchy, which I quitted with true regret. Aye ! 
deep regret, feeling I might never see again the land 
I had already learned to love, and fain would I have 
taken up my residence on some pretty estate in the 
Coburg country, deeming myself happy in passing 
at least a portion of my life where so many attrac- 
tions offered themselves as in Prince Albert's Land. 



THE END. 



T. C. Newby, 90, Welbeck Street, Cavendish Square, London* 



